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■ lut nu^uic 

Haft, So profpcrl^s/ fwearc peifefl loue.. 

Riu. And I, as / lc/ue Haftings witlimy heart. 

Kt», C/Wadam,yt>ur felfcare not exempt in this, 

Nor your fonne Dorfet, Buckingham, nor you, 

You haue beene factious one againft t ie other: 

Wife, lone Lord H aftings,let hirii kiffe your band, 

And whatyou do, do it vnfainedly: 

Sit*. Here Haftihgs,! will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriuc I and mine. 

Dor, Thus entercha'nge of louc,I here proteft, 

Vpon my part Hiall be vnuiolable. 

Ha. And fo-fweare / my Lord, 

Kin, Now princely Buckingham feale thou this league. 
With thy embracements to my yviues allies,. 

And make me happie in your vnitfe. 

Buc. When euer Buckingham doth turne his hate 
On you, or yours, but with all dutious loue 
Doth cherifh you and yours, God punifh me 
With hate, in thofe where / expeft mofl loue, 

When /haue moff neede to imploy a friend. 

And mofl Affined that he is a friend, 
Deepe.hoiloWjtrecherouSjand fuH of guile 
Be he vnto mc. 71 iis do I begge of God, 

W h en / a m cold in zeale to you or you rs. 

Kin. A pleafing cordial! princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vowe vnto my fickly heart : 

7 *here wanteth now our brother Glofter here 
To make the perfect period of this peace. * 

Enter Glocefitr. 

Buc. And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 
do. Good morrow to myfoueraigne king and queent, 
And princely peeres, a happie time of day. 

iTw Happieindecd,as we haue fpent the day ; : 

Brother, we haue donedeedcs of chari tie: * ' 

B/ade peace ofenmitie,faire loue of hate," 

Betweene thefe fwelling wrong incenfedPeeres. 
do. A bleifed labour moft (oucraigne liege 

Amongff this princely heapejifany here 6 * 

By falfc intclligence,or wrong furmife, 
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tfold me a foe, if/ vnwittingly or in my r age, 
jj u . . 0 ]!rht committed tha- is hardly borne 

Sanyln.hi. ia.r«e 

ro reconcile me to his fnndly peace, 
f'is death to me to be at enmitic. 

I ha'cir, and defire all good mens loue, 
pirtl B/adame, l intreat peace of you. 

Which I will purchafc with my dutious feruicc. 
of you my noble coufen Buckingham, 

/feuer any gruge were lod’gd betweene vs. 

Ofyou Lord Riuers,and Lor# Gray of you, 

7hat all without defect haue frownd on me/ 

Dukes, Earles, Lordes,gentlcmen,in deed of all? 

I do not know that Englifh man a hue. 

With whom my foulc is any iottcat oddes, 

More then the infant that is borne to night? 

1 thanke my God for my hnmilitie, 

A holy day Hull this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded, 

My foueraigne liege Ido befeech your Maieftie 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Git . Why Madame, haue / offred loue for this, 

To be thus feorned in this royall pretence/ 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead? 

You do him iniuric to fcorne his coarfe. 

Ri, Who knowes not he is dead l who knowes he is? 

All feeing heauen,what a world is this/ 

Buc. Lobke 1 £0 pale Lord Dorfet as the reft? 

Dor. I my good Lord,and no one in this prefence. 
But his red colour hath forfooke his chcekes. 

Kin. Is Oarencf: dead, the order vva s reuerft. 

Glo. But he(poore fou!e)by your firft order died, 

And that a winged Mercury did beare, 

Some tardie cripple bore the countermaund, ■ . 

That came too lagge to lee him buried: 

God graunt that fomelelTc noble, and i’efTcloyall, 
Neererin bloody thoughts, but not in blood : 

Ueleme not woife then wretched Clarence did, 

And yet goe currant from fufpition, Enter T)Arlit t 


